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“T don't just know Low to oxplain
it," snld Margaret West.

8he turned her eyes from the cool,
blue stretches of the lake and looked
thoughtfully at Graham, who, perched
on the rall of the boathouse, was ab-
sently pulling ot the fingers of the
gauntlets in his bands,

The young man stifened, and & slow
smile, In which there was a hiot of
grimness, curved the comera of hils
mouth,

“I rather think I understand,” he
sald quietly. *Youn are disappointed in
me, Ian’t that §it?"

Sbhe was silent for a moment.

“Yea, that Is It,” sbe sald at length,

and at something In her volce his face

bardened.

“Then you wanted me fo enter that
road race Thursdey ? he asked.

“Yen." abe sald slmply.

“Aod because | won't"—

Ehe turoed to him quickly.

“It len't that I'm tremendously in-
terested I that race,” she Interrupted

bim, “nor that | care n snap whether

or not you win It.

polnt |g"—

The point Is—the

Bhe paused; her brows drew together |

in n lttle frown:; her fingers toyed
pervously with a bit of wisteria ahe
bhad broken from the vine that cov-
ered the porch.

“I wanted you (o be In it—to go over |

the course. That would be sufficient.”
she finlshed.

“I see,” be sald. “You wanted me to
disprove these storles that are going
the rounds about my lack of nerve. 1Ia
that Ity

“Yea"™ ghe sald agaln,

He drew himself up. His shoulders
were squared. His attitude was that
of a man summoning to his+ald all his
mornl cournge.

“The storles they Lave told you are
quite  correct,”
huskily,

“Oh!" ghe sald, and In ber volee
there was something of paln and some.
thing. ton, of wenriness, as If she had
been expecting this very thing and
yet was unwilling, even In her pre-
paredness, (o hear It

“They are perfectly right In what
they =ay of me” he went on ealmily.
“I have lost my nerve. There's noth-
Ing would tempt e to take up rond
racing ughin,”

“Nothilng¥" she questioned.

“Nothing,” he repeated Inexorably.
“I nmu not In the hablt of offering an
explanation nor any excudea for my
position in the matter. But T would
like wvon 1o know the clirenmstances.
Wonld you care to listen to them?®”

“If ¥on chooge to tell me." she =ald
dully.

“You remember that mee three years
ngo over the Meadow island courset”
sald he, “Well, It was then It hap-
pened. Stanley was with me. He and
I bsd n good lead. We were tearing
past the curve ot lhr?\nhl church, let-
ting out the ear for nll there was In
Lier. As we swung that turn 1 saw a
child just In front of us not twonty
fert nway, it secmed.

“Iow she got pust the rowes that
held the erowd back 1 ean’t say, but
there she was right i the course nand
not a ghost of a show apparently of
eseaping nsl T don't know to this day
what saved her. T only know there
was a arint gasping =igh from Stanley
nnd a groan £ ] wind, 1 trted te
N\'.'l'.]:! oant fog oy, wudl llll‘lL‘ Wis 5O
little the, Anyway, It was scue sort
of a speclal Providence that saved her,
We shot past her, so close that T shut
my oyes.”

The givl taw a nervons tremor shoke
the Lig shonlders. Her eyes narrowed.

“Jit the olill wasn't hurt, you sy ?"
b nshod.

“Not In the least.,
onds were
gtond 1hem

But those fow see-
cuongh for me. 1 coukin’t
nezaly, That I8 why T am
out of the game—n quitier, If you
choose to put it that way."

The girl gald nothing. She sat look-
ing ont ot the spurkling lake with troun-
Wed eves

At length Grahnm nrose,

“I don't blume you In the least for
thinking of me as you dn,” sald he,
“por for belng disappolnted. Goodhy."

Ie slid from the rail and went down
the steps to the blg rond car standing
in the driveway, He had pulled on his
gauntlets and was just cllimbing into
the car when sround the corner of the
boathouse caome n wild eyed, dishev-
eled gardener from one of the houses
down the street,

“Mr. Graham, sir," he panted, “will
you be getiln' the doctor, quick! Tim
Comley's fell from the stagln' on the
stables where they're puintin® an' he's
hurted bad, sle. 'Tis dead he'll be in
ten minutes 1T the doctor's not fetched
before that. Hurry! For God's sake,
hurry!"

“I'Il have him bere in five,"” Graham
called, and opened up the big ear.

It sprang forward llke a thing allye
and went tearing down the driveway
in n ggeat cloud of dust.

Marghret, who had run to the edge
of the wveranda, saw him swing into
the roadway beyond, and the drifting
dust which rose high above the poplars
told of the terrific pace he was setting.

It was four minutes later, after a
nervous pacing of the veranda, that
she beard the whir of the approaching
ecar agaln., Bhe ran down the steps
and hurried along the drive to the
roadway. Up the hill, with honking
born, came & dull, black streak. Bhe
could pee QGraham bending low over

he sald, somewhat

mmvm ana the Goctor, nml

less and begrimed with dust, clinging
desperately to the sent beside him.
Then out of the crossroad just below
where she stood and directly in the
path of the coming cyclone came &
rattling farm wagon, drivén by oid

Mm. Clark, who was as deaf as a post. |

The girl covered her eyes and scream-
ed. There were a wild yell, the sonnd
of splintered wood and a terrific grind-
Ing erash.

When Margaret looked aguin the
wagon alone was in the road. The an-
tomobile, turmed on its side, Iny against

the shattered fence. In the field beyond |

Iay two huddled figures,

In a moment the girl was rauning In [

that direction with all the speed she
could summon. As she reached the
pcene of the accldent one of the two
figures scrambled limply to his feet
The other palnfully propped itself
upon an elbow. Then she saw that the
man who stood erect was the doctor.

Even as she came running into the
field she heard Grahnm's volee, rather
falat, It Is trve, but perfectly calm.

“How badly are you hurt, doc? 1t
Inguired,

“Only a bit,” wan the response, “a
few bruiaca nnil a scratch or two.”

“Then get up to the Copley place ss
fant an yom can™

“Buat you?' the doctor demurred.

“I'm all right. Never mind me. I'll
be freah as a Inark when you get back.
Hurry on now.™

Margaret ran (o h's side and, kneel-
Ing down, began to wipe the blood
from his face. Already the doctor was
making n hurried examination, while
Graham fomed and freited and bade
him hurry to Tim Conley.

“H'm!” sald the doctor at length,
| “Pretty badly smashed up, but we're
| lucky, both of us, to get out of It as
| well as we did. Talk about your nerve!
By Jove, the way he swung that car
out of the way was magnificent., Never
a thought for himself nor me elther,
I'm convinced," he ended.

ITe pulled a roll of bandages from his
cese and banded thewm to the glrl. “Just
do up hls bead and stop the flow of
blood as best you can, If you will, Miss
West," he commanded. “I'll go up to
Copley's and fix Tim up. Then 1I'l
eome back here and set Graham's frac-
tures.”

He went lHmpiog up the road, and
,the girl Lent closer 1o Grahnm,

“It wans splendid:™ ghe erled,
cyves shilning.

“That? sald Graham, “Oh, that wus
nothing, I had to do that, you see, It
was n question of killing the old lady
gerting o bit bapged up myself.”
Her face was very close to s
Homething warm il moelst stinek hie
choek,

“Those  wicked™ storles
nhout you™— she begnn,

“They're true,” he decliaved.
lost my nerve. 1 conidn't
road race to save my life.
difTerent, you see, This
thiing that hnd to e done.™

Two warm lps were pressed to his
erivy, Blood steined forelead.

“Ind 1o be done!” she repeated
meaningly
ton !

The doctor, Hmping back a few mo-
ments Liter. discreetly sercened him-
solf behind o tree.

“There are tines It s better to wait
Lhefore reducing fractures,” he medl-
tated.
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Republic of Haiti.

It was in 1703, under the influence
of the French revolution, that the
“Binck republie,” Haltl, came into be-
ing.
mixed population bmrst forth into one
of the most vindictive struggles on
record, which resulted In the extermi-
nitlon of the Europeans and the Inde-
pendence of the negro Insurgents,

The Eyes of Ganius.

All men of genius are sald to have
eves clear, slow moving and bright.
This is the eve which indicates mental
abillty of some kind, It doesn’t matter
what.

Sulphur,

Bulphur thrown into the fire of »
stove, furnace or fireplace will instant-
Iy extingnlsh the fire o a chimpey
or fue, If a small bag or parcel of
sulphur, say three or four ounces,
wore Kept In a haondy place and used
when needed, as directed above, it
might be the means of saving proper-
ty and perhaps life,

Siamese Football,

The Sinmese play football with »

wicker ball

possible. He
ground loses o point.
Deogs of Portugal,

The dogs of Portugal are fond of,
grapes, and sticks are porposely fas-
tengd to the anlmals’ necks to impede |
or prevent their entrance to the vine

yards in search of the luscious fruit

Our Despest Well,

At present the deepest well o this
country is oue drilled for gas in Pltts-
depth of
4,680 feet, when work had to be aban-
doned on account of the drilling cable

burg. It wns sunk (o the

breaking of (s own welght.

Finger Nails.

The nalls of (wo flngers never grow
The
nall of the middie finger grows with
the greatest rapldity and that of the

with the same degree of rapidity.

thumb the least.
Plantain and Sanana.

The plantalu (Musa putdhhcl.

a small tree plant that is

not having the p

stem, Thﬂ‘ltotthphlhlnhdn
larger and more anguhr than that of
' the banana.

WNAs EOme-

“Oh, you deliclous simple. |

The mutual antipathies of the”

They nre permltted to
touch the ball only with knees, head
and shoulders. The object of the game
I8 to keep the ball in the alr as long as
who lets it strike the

e spota oan Iits

RAINBOW AND ROSE NEW SHORT sronn;s

In the n!d{lh of June many centu-
] ries ngo the sun was at its beight, On

the higher land ail the trees and flow-
ers were scorched and dried up from
the long drought, and his buming rays
plerced thelr way even to the ¢ool and

stately garden which lay In the shelter |

of the wvalley many feet below, but
they only touched llghtly the myr-
Iad of beautiful Aowers that ralsed
thelr heads so gladly to meet his soft,
caressing touch, which fell In slanting

shadows amid the thick green follage, |

Everything seemed to thrive in this
old fashioned gavden, frour the prond
white lily to the humble blue forgetme-
not growing In bunches In the soft
moss, but the most beautiful of all
were the masses of roses—red, vollow
and pink, and the faintly tinted tea
rose--and In thelr midst, seeming to
stand alone and apart from al!
rest, a beautifal plnk La France, ber
bright green leaves forming a halo
rround her. The other roses In the
gardens looked up to her as thelr
queen, the birds would come and sing
thelr best songs before ber, and the
proud peacocks would carry their talls
higher and strut more wvalnly as they
parand before her,

The fowers had It all their own way
In this beautiful, half forgotten ncre of
God. No rough gardener came to cut
away their thoros, suip off their dead
buds and gather them to put Into
vases, where they would droop and die
In a fow short hours. Omly a little
child would come sometimes and touch
them softly, almost revereatly, with
his thin white fingers and whisper
shlidish things to them, and the fowers
would answer back, and the boy seem-
ol to understand them and know thelr
language, for his wistful eyves would
brighten and s amile play round his
small mouth,

And he was nlways tired now. and
in the great heat of the day he conld
seldom drag his weary little body as
far as the roaes, only when the sun

Ing came. Then,
enough, he wonld come,

But one day the shadows grow
| longer and longer, the woenry flowers
lraised thelr drooping hends In vain,
the tiny
more, amwl over the garden wis a
great hush, and the petals of the roses
dropped silently to the ground In their
grief, the binls' stngs were hushed,
and the bright hued pencocks swept
thelr drooping feathers dejectedly he
hind them.

The stately queen of roses bowedl
her proud head, and a black slience
| erept closor and closer, for in the gar-
den was the shadew of death.

And the roses mourned smong them-
selves long and sorrowfully, but none
| mourned 80 deeply as the
queen. She missed the soft,
fingers of the ohlld,
| eolden onrls which had rested so often
anil s0 lovingly near ber henrt.

Must she always grow alone, with-
out anrthing to love and eall her own?
Why could she not have a little child
to take the place of the one wlho was
gone®

The diuya passed on, and she held
herself wmore apart from the
flowwers, agd the mantle of her amlue:‘.s

caressing

descended over them and over all the |

parden.  The birds ceased thelr songs,
the sparkling sireams of water no
longer rippled over the smooth, white
pelibles, bot were almost dried up.

with anly a falat thread trickling half
were
withered nnd dying, until one morning
refreshing sliower
nnd the flowera began to re- |

heartedly  along, The roses
there came o soft,
ol rain,
vive.
All day

dled away, and on the clear
the sky above appenred the many enl-
ored hues of a rainbow, and ns the
roses looked townrd their queen thes
ralsed their drooping heads In nmaze-
ment.

For the ralnbow had descended from
the sky above and enveloped her in his
the
eyes that would see and making her

clinging folds, Llding her from

his own.

Summmer once more In

suminer, but not

In all her best.

Birds are sioging on every bough as
If thelr little throats would burst, so
eager nre they to do homage to the
occasion. All the flowers are arrayed
in thelr brightest and Lravest colors,
and the streams make merry musle as
they bubble over the smooth, white

pehbles.

And by the queen of roses nestlos a |
%0 ten-
Is he that her leaves almost en-
For the stately La Frunce's
wish has been granted her, and tonight
the garden Ix en fete for the christen-
Ing of the offspring of the many hued

small pink rosebud. 8o small,
der,

fold him.

rainbow and the proud rose.

The Insects come one by oone to bring
them at the |
nnd each flower wafts one
of her petals, which contains a wish |

their offerings and lay
roso's feet,

for the aleeping child,

him, and

the moon speaks:

“l glve to this child a name that
closely ctln | shall live for ever and ever, that shall

banana ering work more good than evil, that shall
e 20 e froms 1t I bring happloess to many and misery te
few—a name without which no one
ean live, for the name which I give ts

your child jo—Love."—Lady's Realm,

1111\1

began to set and the cool of the even- |
it he were well |

white robed fighre came no

stately |

She mizssed the |

other

long the rain Increansed In
volume, then townrd evening suddenly
Iliae of

the garden
that lles In the shelter of the valley—
the noonday heat:
eventide and the silver moon arrayed

The stars, too, |
drop from heaven and rest lightly ove. |
then, when all have come
and gone, the moon's sllver rays center
themselves on the rose and her child,
lighting them up and leaving all the
rest in gloom, and In the sllence and
bush of that glorlous summer night

High Financs.

The late Bishop Potter at one of

| the delightful reunions of the Episco-

pal academy in I"hiladelphja—Bighop
Potter was eduncated at this venerable
and aristocratic school—condemned
modern finance,

4 condemn at least,” he ls reported
|to have said, “that sort of modern
fnance that consists in getting some-
thing for nothing. 1 once knew n boy
who would have made a splendid |
Anancler, °* |

“This boy, strolling idly through the
streets—he never had anything to do-
| met another,

‘1 wish,' bhe sald, ‘that 1 had a
| mickel. Then I'd buy a good five cent
clgar and go into the woods and have
& smoke,’

“*1 have n nickel’
| boy.

“‘Huve you? the first cried eagerly.
*‘Then lets form a corporation.’

“*All right. How Is It dope?

"'l be the Jresldent. You'll be
the stockholder. The nickel will be
the capliial, and we'll Invest It in to-
baeco,* I

“The thing was agreed to, and the |
president, taking the stockbolder's 5

anld the other

I DOX'T SEE IT,” HE SAID. |
cents, bought a elgar forthwith. Then

hie led the way to the woods.

to smoke skilifully.

“The stocklolder waited for Lis turn |
|
|

o eome. He walted very patiently.
But the ecigar diminished. One-third
of 1, two-thirds of It disappeared,
and il the president showed
slgns of satlety.

*'Say,’ excluimed the stockholder at
last, ‘don’t 1 get a whaek here?

“The president, knocking ot the
ushes, shiook his bhead.

“+1 don’t see It he said.

“*‘But  what,” shouted
stockholder,

“aWell, sald the president,
apit.” "—Washington Star.

the angry

They Were, of Course.
Parker M. White,
| vertisement  writer, was talking in
Plitsburg about the universality of ad-
vertising,

“Doctors, lawyers, clergymen,”
snld, “elalm not to advertise, but some-
how or other we see their advertise-
ments ocensionally, Am I not right?

“The millivnaive proprietor of a pat-
| ent tonie
| tor one day.

“‘Look lere,” he sald; ‘you are the
Dr. Leray Flsher who I8 attending
Henntor Stoxon, are you not?

41 am, sie)' the physician answered.
[ “"Well, sald the tonie man, ‘what'll
| ¥ou take to put on the dally bulletins
that you glte out about the senator
| this sontence: “Use Blood Bitters, They

ward off diseases™’

“OWhy, man, said the famous doc-
| tor Indignantly, I wouldn't do that for
anything., Those bulletins are not ad-
vertisements.'

“The other chuckled harshiy,

“eipain't they® he sald. ‘Then take
your own name off ‘em. "

Mark's Triumph Over the Doorkeeper.

Mark Twain tried the other day to
go behind the scenes on one of the
roofs,

“Tez can't comme in,"” said the door-
keeper who gunrded the entrance from
the boxes.

“But 1
morlsc,

*“] don't care If you have a sayson
ticket,” said the doorkeeper. “No wan
gets through this door, Go to th' rig'-
ler stage door If yez want to git in,
I've turned down Iverybody."

“But I'm Mark Twain" sald Mr.
Clemens,
| “1 don't care If ye're Big Tim Sooli-
van,” sald the doortender.

Mr, Twain got the manager and was
triumphantly escorted through the
door, “What do you think now, my
wan ' he asked, with a bit of kindly
mallce.

“l t'Ilnk It's n dom shame,” sald the
doortender. *“An' after me toornin'
down Eddle Foy no longer ago than
lasht nigin."—Cloclonatl Times-Star,

have a puss,' sald the hu-

A Witty Franch Aeronaput.
It would appear that M, Sahtos-Du-
| mont, the famous aeronaut, has a

puted will, and during his cross exam-
ination he was much bullled by a very
concelted young lawyer. “Now tell
me,” sald the latter, speaking of the
deceased testator, “was not Mr. X. In
the habit of talking to himself when
alone?™ “I'm sure I don't know."
“And yet you have told the court that
you were an intimate friend of his.
Why don't you know?' “Because,”
replied the aseronaut, amid roars of

be was alone."—~Gaulois

There |
he st down on a log, lit up und began |

ne |

‘do 1 get for my capital?"
‘Tou can

the humorous ad- |

he |

called on o well known doe-

Tlm i uf The Smsun

This SNAPPY STYLISH SUIT
has broken all records for sales
and populavity,

r——n .—-—__

Holiday Gor

Ny e ]

Every Department has
plenty of Holiday Goods suit-
able for Everybody at Popu-
lar Prices.

KATZ BROS.

pretty wit. He was oncé called as a |
witness in a case concerning a dis- |

lsughter, “I was never with him when |

“SN Making arrangements for the
“»" TURKEY DINNER on Christ-

mas Day, the ,very best of Wines
Liquors and Cordials are essential.

)\

FORGET
THE
SIDE-

BOARD

Paul McGranaghan,
Corner of Main and Sixth Streets,

HONESDALE, PA,

SOMMER,
e .;‘»\ JEWELER,

7~ ~Christmas
Presents.

HER

I HE LARGEST STOCK and the Loatest Spvies
of Dintonds, Watehes, Rings, Clocks, Ster-
o ling Silverware and China ever ofiered in
| Honesdale,  Prices and  guality unequaled
miewhiers. Your purchnzes gt this popualar store will
make <ome toacher in Wayne connty lappy, onthe re-
ol of o Bepntiinl Gold Wateh at Christiias time.

s -

g Remember the Place,
" SOMTIER, The Jeweler.

L::mmmmmom
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'ﬁ A HOLIDAY NECESSITY.
g% Box ut Canl iR

Foss & Co’

Quality

Candy
Wt

ANCY Boxes and Baskets in all
slzes and at all prices in a large
variety of designs.

Our samples from which to make
your selections will arrive December sth.
Order early. They will be delivered,
FRESH, Christmas week.

<> thequaLitystorE<___>
Cor. Main andl PEIL TheDl'llg

lulfth St 5.
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